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FOREWORD 


gail is well known in literary circles that 
ey the popular romancist, Miss Marie 
walCorelli, began her career of authorship 
Milas a writer of verse. Some of these 
poems were never published ; others are scattered 
through the various novels that have made her 
name so familiar to the public. 

In this collection the poems are just in the order 
she left them and wished them printed. 

I have only taken upon myself to add twelve 
other poems which I found amongst her manu- 
scripts—they are at the end of this volume following 
the Poem entitled “* England.” 






BERTHA VYVER. 


Mason CrortT, 
STRATFORD-ON-AVON. 
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POEMS BY MARIE CORELLI 


THE HIGH COURT OF LOVE 


gO the High Court of Love 
I found my errant way, 
nd saw the full-redeeméd saints of 
ie God 
Clothéd in fair array ; 
All standing in a golden line, 
With splendours of the light divine 
Pouring upon their brows, 
Amid unfruiting boughs, 
Which shaded that excess of glory shed 
By Heaven’s awful whiteness overspread. 


= 





At the High Court of Love 
I wandered slowly in, 
And marvelled at the sadness of the souls 
So long released from sin,— 
The raptures of the Holy Place 
Had set no smile on any face, 
And in their quiet eyes 
The thoughts of Paradise 
Seemed less than memories of their mortal years, 
And more unvalued than a world of tears ! 
B I 
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At the High Court of Love 
I spoke to one apart, 
Who held, as though in guiltiness and fear, 
A rose against her heart : 
“‘ Where is the Lord of Love,’’—I said, 
** Who rules this Court, where souls are led 
Away from pain and strife, 
Up to a larger life— 
Where selflessness with tranquil joy is crowned, 
And passion swoons into a peace profound ? ” 


In the High Court of Love 
She, sighing, answered me : 
*“* Love is asleep on this transcendent height 
And will not wake,” said she. 
“ Forgetting his created things, 
He slumbers on his radiant wings— 
The torch of his desire 
Is an extinguished fire, 
And not one kiss bestowed in his dear name 
Hath ever warmed this frozen heaven to flame !’ 


In the High Court of Love 
She made her gentle moan : 
‘** The little rose I found on earth,” she said, 
‘* Must wither here alone ! 
O Earth, O happy Earth!” she cried- 
Better that I had wholly died 


THE HIGH COURT OF LOVE 


On my belovéd’s breast 

Stilled to eternal rest, 
Than gained immortal breathings at the cost 
Of his dear tenderness and passion lost ! ’’ 


In the High Court of Love 
I heard—and was afraid, 
Seeing how God’s own holiest ordinance 
These angels disobeyed : 
For Nature’s self would breed despair, 
If kisses never warmed the air ; 
And if no hearts did beat 
Beneath embraces sweet, 
The barren Earth to blackest chaos driven 
Would, like rebellious Satan, fall from Heaven 


From that High Court of Love 
I turned and fled away 
Into the spaces of the starry night 
Where Earth in shadow lay,— 
And through the dark my lover came, 
Calling me softly by my name, 
His tender hands caressed 
And drew me to his breast, 
And in the silence with his lips on mine 
I found the Highest Court of Love divine ! 
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THE FIRE OF LIFE 


@N the brooding breast of the empty 

Dark, ere ever the world was made, 

When the gods were asleep in a realm of 

rest, half-buried ’twixt Light and Shade, 

A Spirit arose on the vasty air—a glorious Spirit of 
fire, 

A wingéd Marvel, whose eyes were bright with the 
flame of a new desire ; 

Crown’d with a thousand stars he stood in a halo 
of burning beams, 

And lifting his passionate voice, he roused the gods 
from their idle dreams. 





Up they started, those massive Shapes, and with 
swift creative hands 

They parted the darkness, let loose the light, and 
fashioned the seas and lands ; 

Great forests sprang from the teeming soil, with 
grasses and glory-flowers, 

And minutes were made of jewel-points that 
glittered into Hours : 

Out-whirled the planets like silver ships in the 
sapphire depths of Heaven, 

And the Sun and Moon were born, like babes, 
from the marriage of Morn and Even. 
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THE FIRE OF LIFE 5 


Down through the skies fled the Spirit of Flame, 
and piercing the new earth-clods, 

Drew vapours thence which slowly up-grew into 
forms that were like the gods ; 

Vacant and empty of soul and sense, impotent 
creatures were they, 

Till thrilled by the burning touch of Love, they 
lived in the light of Day— 

Lived, each one, for the breathing-space of three- 
score years and ten, 

And swore they were more than the gods them- 
selves—these Shadows called women and 
men ! 


Then weary grew the Spirit of Fire, and, rising on 
radiant wings, 

He flew away from the whirling dance of his brief 
created things— 

Earth’s black and sterile globe swung round on an 
edge of circling cold, 

And the Sun was drowned in a spherical sea of 
moveless frozen gold ;— 

The gods departed and drowsed again by Life’s 
full-flowing river, 

But the world they had made with a Breath of 
Flame had passed from their thoughts for 
ever ! 


“INSTANT D’INFINI” 


ma| HEARD the sound of harps in Heaven 
Ate Strike through a hollow sky, 
iq Wea! Lhe notes were sharp as lightning riven 
ma} Out of a tempest high— 
Oh, what a sound 
In the vast profound 
Of piteous prayers and plaints of woe 
From exiles on the Earth below ! 





The music uttered bitter things 
As though the angels played 
A medley on discordant strings 
Which jarred the tune they made— 
Oh, what a strain 
Of passion’d pain, 
Of heart’s desire and longing love, 
From exiles in the realms above ! 


The double agony grew strong 
And thundered on my ears— 
Angels and men expressed their wrong 


In one great storm of tears— 
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“INSTANT D'INFINI” 


Their deep despair 
Darkened the air; 
And ’mid the eternal clamour wild 
A silent God looked on,—and smiled ! 


GOD AND SATAN 


OD said: ‘* I will create 

A world in the air! ”’ 
sSatan heard and answered : 
. ‘* I, too, will be there ! ”’ 





God said: ** I will make of Man 
A creature supreme ! ”’ 

Satan answered: ‘‘ I will destroy 
Thy splendid Dream !’’ 


God said: ‘“* I will ordain 

That Thou shalt no longer be! ”’ 
Satan answered: ‘‘ Thou canst not, Lord, 
For I am a part of Thee !”’ 


THE STAR OF DESTINY 


HE soft low plash of waves upon the 
shore, 

Mariners’ voices singing out at sea, 
fms) The sighing of the wind that evermore 
Chants to my spirit mystic melody,— 

These are the mingling sounds I vaguely hear 

As o’er the darkening misty main I gaze, 

Where one fair planet, warmly bright and clear, 

Pours from its heart a rain of silver rays. 







O patient Star of Love ! in yon pale sky 
What absolute serenity is thine ! 
Beneath thy stedfast, half-reproachful eye 
Large Ocean chafes,—and, white with bitter 
brine, 
Heaves restlessly, and ripples from the light 
To darker shadows, ev’n as noble thought 
Recoils from human passion, to a night 
Of splendid gloom by its own mystery wrought. 


O searching Star, I bring my grief to thee ;— 
Regard it, Thou, as pitying angels may 
Regard a tortured saint—and down to me 


Send one bright glance, one heart-assuring ray 
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From that high throne where Thou in sheeny state 
Dost hang, thought-pensive, ’twixt the heaven 
and earth ; 
Thou, sure, dost know the secret of my Fate, 
For Thou didst shine upon my hour of birth. 


O Star, from whom the clouds asunder roll, 
Tell this poor spirit pent in dying flesh, 

This fighting, working, praying, prisoned soul, 
Why it is trapped and strangled in the mesh 
Of foolish Life and Time? Its wild young voice 

Calls for release, unanswered and unstilled,— 
It sought not out this world,—it had no choice 
Of other worlds where glory is fulfilled. 


How hard to live at all, if living be 
The thing it seems to us !—the few brief years 
Made up of toil and sorrow, where we see 
No joy without companionship of tears,— 
What 1s the artist’s fame ?—the golden chords 
Of rapt musician ? or the poet’s themes ? 
All incomplete !—the nailed-down coffin-boards 
Are mocking sequels to the grandest dreams. 


Oh ! we are sorrowful, my Soul and I: 
We war together fondly—yet we pray 
For separate roads: the Body fain would die 
And sleep 1’ the ground, low-hidden from the 
day ; 


THE STAR OF DESTINY II 


The Soul erect, its large wings cramped for room, 
Doth pantingly and passionately rebel 

Against this strange, uncomprehended doom 
Called Life, where nothing 1s, or shall be well. 


Hear me, my Star !—Star of my natal hour, 
Thou calm unmovéd one amid all clouds ! 
Give me my birthright,—the imperial sway 
Of Thought supreme above the common 
crowds,— 
Oh, let me feel thy swift compelling beam 
Drawing me upwards to a goal divine ; 
Fulfil thy promise, O thou glittering Dream, 
And let one crown of victory be mine ; 


Let me behold this world recede and pass 
Like shifting mist upon a stormy coast, 
Or vision in a necromancer'’s glass ;— 
For I, ’mid perishable earth, can boast 
Of proven Immortality, can reach 
Glories ungrasped by minds of lower tone ;- - 
Thus, in a silence vaster than all speech, 
I follow thee, my Star of Love, alone ! 


A FORGIVENESS 


‘* That curse shall be Forgiveness ! ’’ 
Byron’s Childe Harold. 


| (ORGIVE ? Yes,—but I cannot forget, 
For the deathless Soul is strong, 





= Its memory of a Wrong ; 

And though you are dead and laid in your grave 
And the evil you wrought is done, 

Though your lips are cold in the covering mould, 
Yet your dastard lie lives on ! 


Forgive ? Yes,—but I cannot forget 
The merciless, murderous thrust 

Of your treacherous hand with its backward blow, 
When you killed my whole life’s trust ; 

Craving my pity, you broke my heart 
And slandered my name and fame : 

By the Christian creed I forgive you, coward ! 
Let the pardon be your shame ! 


Forgive ? Yes,—as the Christ forgave 
When the Judas kiss was given, 
And Hell suck’d down the traitor’s soul 
While his curse was pronounc’d in Heaven ! 
Nothing so low and nothing so base 


As a stab in the back of a friend, 
I2 


A FORGIVENESS 13 


And those who saw you handle the knife 
Scarce wonder’d at your end ! 


Forgive ? Yes,—my forgiveness shall burn 
On your grave in “ coals of fire; ” 

It shall kindle into a flame and leap 
To the height of my life’s desire ! 

It shall reach straight up to the gates of God, 
And there, like a Sword, shall stay, 

And, lest you come sneaking out of Hell, 
It shall bar your heavenward way ! 


It shall warn you off with the lightning flash 
Of an honest faith betray’d— 

It shall shut you out from the garden of God, 
And hold you back afraid ; 

Like a torch of terror adown your dark 
Its endless flare shall shine, 

And spread like a widening gulf of fire 
Between your spirit and mine ! 


Forgive ? Yes,—but I shall not forget ! 
I shall keep your name in my prayers, 

That God may remember as well as I 
The infamous taint it bears ! 

I forgive—I forgive ! But I shall not forget ;-- 
And as long as the great worlds roll, 

My forgiveness shall be as a seal of doom 
Fixed down upon your soul ! 


THE BREAKING WAVE 


HE breaking wave came rolling to the 
| land, 
Full of strange colours deep and mani- 
fold ; 
Foam-crowned and clear it rushed upon the strand 
Beneath the lingering sunset’s clouded gold,— 
The breaking wave came rolling to the land. 





My breaking heart came throbbing to your feet, 
Full of strange dreams and amorous unrest, 
Moved by a trembling hope half sad, half sweet, 

And warm with living passion long repressed,— 
My breaking heart came throbbing to your feet ! 


The breaking wave dashed full upon the shore 
Into a thousand crystal wreaths of spray, 
And then swept backward with a sobbing roar 

Of baffled longing echoing far away,— 
The breaking wave retreated from the shore ! 


My breaking heart was shattered into tears 
Beneath the moonlight cold of your disdain ! 
And all the aspiration of the years 
Fell into ruin and dissolved in rain !— 


My breaking heart was shattered into tears ! 
— 


PAUSE 


mR T thou afraid to live, my Heart ? 
; Look round and see 
What life at its best, 
With its strange unrest, 
Can mean for thee ! 
Ceaseless sorrow and toil, 
Waits for each son of the soil ; 
And the highest work seems ever unpaid 
By God and man, 
In the mystic plan ;— 
Think of it! Art thou afraid P 





Art thou afraid to love, my Heart ? 
Look well and see 
If any sweet thing, 
That can sigh or sing, 
Hath need of thee ! 
Of Love cometh wild desire, 
Hungry and fierce as fire, 
In the souls of man and maid; 
But the fullness thereof 
Is the end of love, 
Think of it! Art thou afraid ? 
15 
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Art thou afraid of Death, my Heart ? 
Look down and see, 
What the corpse on the bed, 
So lately dead, 
Can teach to thee ! 
Is it the close of the strife, 
Or a new beginning of Life ? 
The secret is not betrayed ; 
But Darkness makes clear 
That Light must be near !— 
Think of it! Art thou afraid ? 


From ‘‘ God’s Good Man.” 


LONELY 


a ONELY, lonely ! 

ma, The great God only 
aiKnows why I thus must stand, 

With failing heart and hand 
And soul aghast 

"Twixt present time and past 

In the world’s hollow shell, 

Dark as the heart of hell 

To one so lonely ! 






Lonely, lonely ! 

The harsh God only 
Knows why I still must toil 
On my poor plot of soil 

To earn my bread, 
When shall I soon be dead, 
Praying that I have dreamed 
The horror life has seemed 

To one so lonely ! 


Lonely, lonely ! 
The stern God only 
Knows why I now am left 
Of every friend bereft, 
Cc 17 
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Without a soul to care 

How well or ill I fare, 

Without a word of grace 

To cheer the dwelling-place 
Of one so lonely ! 


Lonely, lonely ! 
God, and God only 
Knows why my love and trust 
Have crumbled into dust— 
Why one I thought was true 
Has stabbed me through and through 
With daggers sharp and long 
Of insult and of wrong 
To one so lonely ! 


Lonely, lonely ! 

The dear God only 
Knows why a bird should sing 
Its little song of spring 
Just now on yonder tree, 
As though it sang for me !— 
Is it that Heaven’s gate 
Opens at last, though late, 

To one so lonely ? 


IN DREAMLAND 


DREAM of Roses ;— 

Crimson buds and white 
ta ooft curved, pink-tipped petals,—slender 
3 stems, 

Glossy green leaves, where drops of dew, like 
gems, 

Hang in clear clusters, quivering in the light 

Of some invisible magic star that glows 

In mellow beams of radiance o’er each rose,— 

While on the heaving bosom of the air 

Sweet odours, mixed with sweeter melodies, 

Waft me to some high heaven of ecstasies 

And hold me in enchanted silence there ! 

O rare Dream-Roses ! Come, dark hours of rest, 

For when I sleep they blossom on my breast, 

No earthly flowers can rival their rich hues, 

No diamonds can match their sparkling dews ; 

Oh, let me slumber ! When I wake they fade 

Like wreaths of sunbeams melting into shade, 

No mortal hand may pluck those buds divine— 

They are a Dream! True, but the Dream is mine! 

19 
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A dream of Music ;— 

Notes that fall and flow 
Like rippling waves upon a summer sea— 
Deep strains of grand and stately harmony, 
Passionate minors, breathing soft and low, 
Majestic chords that surge and rise and sweep 
Like billows rolling o’er a stormy deep,— 
Delicate murmurs,—such as may be heard 
Within a rosy-tinted Indian shell, 
And plaintive trills, like those which Philomel 
Sings in the woods when scarce a leaf is stirred,— 
O heavenly Music !—O refreshing rain 
Of ever-varying melody, come again ! 
Live in my heart and sing there while I sleep, 
I may not hear thee waking ; O thou deep 
Exhaustless fountain of untold delight, 
Play on through all the silence of the Night ; 
Let me float far down Slumber’s magic river 
And dwell within my Land of Dreams for ever ! 


SILVER BIRCHES ” 


WAS a lonely glen, 
ma; 6A vale enchanted, 
i|Where every tree 
m™| And flower seemed haunted ; 
Haunted by memories dim and grave 
That floated on the odorous air, 
As notes of mingled song and prayer 
May float through some cathedral nave, 
When, all unseen, from out his organ keys, 
A rapt musician pours forth harmonies. 


Within it dwelt 
A thousand fancies, 
Unnumbered dreams, 
Untold romances : 
Every grey and mossy stone, 
Every fern and forget-me-not 
Within that secret shadowed spot 
Proffered a meaning of its own, 
And whispered, spirit-like, with bated breath, 
Of love, of joy and sorrow, life and death. 





And there we two 
Found peace together, 
In the tangled ways 


Of gorse and heather,— 
aI 
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We watched the light on the water’s breast, 
And saw the clouds on the deep blue sky 
Gliding like drowsy angels by,— 

The balmy air was full of rest, 

Save where, midway ’twixt earth and heaven, was 
heard 
The distant carol of a happy bird. 


The sunshine fell 
In rays of glory, 
O’er rugged peaks 
And mountains hoary,— 

The birches drooped their branches green 
On the dark hillside and darker moor, 
Down to the edge of the shining shore, 

And we lay hidden in between,— 

While far below, in rhythmic melody, 
Murmured the mystic music of the sea. 


And we believed, 
In that sweet hour, 
That the world had changed 
To a fairy bower, 
Where life was a pulse of long delight !— 
And we gave ourselves to the fairies’ care, 
In a summer palace of fragrant air,— 
Under the birches, out of sight,— 
And heart to heart, we praised the gods above 
For granting us one perfect dream of love ! 


TO A VISION 


OME to me in the darkness of the 
night,— 
Syem|Come when the very stars are out of 
annals sight,— 
Come when no ears can hear 
Thy gentle footsteps near, 
Come in the darkness of the night ! 





Come to me in the silence of the night,— 
Come like a dreaming spirit of delight,-— 
Come with thy hair undone, 
Gold as the autumn sun, 
Come in the silence of the night ! 


Come with the dewy kisses on thy mouth, 
Warm as the summer fragrance of the south,---- 
Fold me within the bands 
Of thy caressing hands,— 
Come with the kisses on thy mouth ! 


Come to me in the darkness close and deep, 
Give me thy lovely soul of love to keep,— 
Bring all life’s truth to me, 
Passion and youth to me,— 


Lull me upon thy breast to sleep! 
23 


IN THE ORCHARD 


O apple-blossoms in your orchard, so 


x you Say, 
A cruel frost, a still more cruel blight 
Withered their budding beauty in a 


night : 
Ah! know you not some lives as spoiled as they? 


No clustering, honey-scented flowers there, you 
say,— 
Naught but brown empty stems of tangled wood 
Where should have sprung the promise of much 
good,— 
Ah! know you not some lives as bare as they ¢ 


But if the sunshine of a splendid May 
Broke the soft birth of red buds into white, 
Might we not both forget a lost delight 
And make our lives as beautiful as they ? 


24 


A DAY’S SILENCE 


aaiO word from you to-day! The blue 
sky looms 
| Dark as a sable cloth above my head: 
@)I wander through the house—its vacant 

rooms 
Are comfortless,—the very flowers look dead, 
And all the living joy of life has fled,— 

No word from you to-day. 





No word from you to-day. The world 1s cold 
And empty as a hollow sea-worn shell : 
What care I for the sun’s descent in gold 
On the clear silver of the moonrise-spell ? 
Time of itself has nothing new to tell,— 

No word from you to-day. 


No word from you to-day. One briefest line 
Sent from your hand would change the frowning 
face 
Of deepest darkness to a light divine 
And make a heaven of the loneliest place— 
But lacking this, I lack God’s kindest grace,— 
No word from you to-day. 
25 
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No word from you to-day. Music is mute— 

Song-birds are silent in the stirless trees, 

And if an angel played upon a lute 

All newly strung in sweet ascendant keys, 

I should not hear his heavenliest harmonies,— 
No word from you to-day. 


No word from you to-day. So I must wait, 

Forlorn, with soul expectant, till a flame 

strikes through this shadow of a sullen fate, 

And writes once more across my eyes your name- 

Pray God it may be “‘ evermore the same ”’ !— 
No word from you to-day. 


A SONG OF THE DARK 


pm\N the darkness what deeds are done ! 
cow! §=What wild words spoken ! 
What joys are tasted! what passion 
wasted ! 

What hearts are broken ! 
Not a glimpse of the moon shall shine, 

Not a star shall mark 
The passing of the night,—or shed its light 

On my Dream of the Dark ! 





On the scented and slumbrous air 
Strange thoughts are thronging ; 
And a blind desire more fierce than fire 
Fills the soul with longing ; 
Through the silence heavy and sweet 
Comes the panting breath 
Of a lover unseen from the Might-Have-Been, 
Whose loving is Death ! 


In the darkness a deed was done, 
A wild word spoken ! 
A joy was tasted,—a passion wasted,— 
A heart was broken ! 
27 
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Not a glimpse of the moon shall shine, 
Not a star shall mark 

The passing of night,—or shed its light 
On my Dream of the Dark ! 


From “ Ziska.’ 


“ AMOR VINCIT ” 


miLove is the summit of His heaven 

superna ; 

Love is the air, the world, the flaming 
sun ; 

Love is the everlasting life begun ! 





Love parts the golden minutes into hours ; 
Love is the hue and fragrance of the flowers ; 
Love is the sap within the fruitful tree ; 
Love is the voice of the exultant sea ! 


Come to me, then, thou angel-love of mine ! 
Mate with that half of me which 1s divine, 
Mix with my soul and its immortal breath, 
And rise with me triumphant over Death ! 
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TO MY BELOVED 


wm| LOVE, my Love! I have giv’n you my 
heart 
Like a rose full-blown, 
z m!\With crimson petals trembling apart— 
It is all your own— 
What will you do with it, Dearest,—say ? 
Keep it for ever or throw it away? 





yf é 


O Love, my Love! I have giv’n you my life, 
Like a ring of gold ; 
Symbol of peace in a world of strife, 
To have and to hold. 
What will you do with it, Dearest,—say ? 
Treasure it always, or throw it away? 


O Love, my Love! Have all your will— 
I am yours to the end ; 
Be false or faithful—comfort or kill— 
Be lover or friend,— 
Where gifts are given they must remain, 
I never shall ask for them back again ! 


From ‘‘ The Treasure of Heaven.” 


30 


LINES FROM THE NORWEGIAN 


x OVEST thou me for my beauty’s sake ? 
Love me not, then ! 

” 2 2 M\Love the victorious, glittering Sun, 
The fadeless, deathless, marvellous One ! 






Lovest thou me for my youth’s sake ? 
Love me not, then ! 

Love the triumphant, unperishing Spring, 

Who every year new charms doth bring ! 


Lovest thou me for treasure’s sake P 
Oh, love me not, then ! 

Love the deep, the wonderful Sea, 

Its jewels are worthier love than me ! 


Lovest thou me for Love’s own sake ? 

Ah, sweet, then love me ! 
More than the Sun and the Spring and the Sea 
Is the faithful heart I will yield to thee ! 


From “ Thelma.” 
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SATAN’S SONG 


wa) WILD world !—circling through zons 

; untold,— 

"Mid fires of sunrise and sunset,—through 
flashes of silver and gold,— 

Grain of dust in a storm,—atom of sand by the 
sea,— 

What is your worth, O world, to the Angels of 
God and me! 





O wild world ! Mote in a burning ray 

Flung from the spherical Heavens millions of 
spaces away— 

Sink in the ether or soar! Live with the planets 
or die !— 

What should I care for your fate, who am one with 
the Infinite Sky ! 


From ‘* The Sorrows of Satan.” 
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THE ANGELIC CALL 


WAY, away ! 
m\Where the glittering planets whirl and 
swim 
And the glory of the sun grows dim— 
Away, away ! 
To the regions of light and fire and air 
Where the spirits of life are everywhere— 
Come, oh come away ! 







Away, away ! 
Come, oh come ! we have waited long 
And we sing thee now a summoning song— 
Away, away ! 
Thou art freed from the world of the dreaming 
dead, 
And the splendours of Heaven are round thee 
spread— 
Come away !—away ! 


From “‘ The Soul of Lilith.” 


WASTE 


LITTLE rose on a young rose-tree 
Shed all its crimson blood for me; 
SiDrop by drop on the dewy grass, 

Its petals fell, and its life did pass ;— 
O little rose on the young rose-tree, 
Why did you shed your blood for me¢ 





A nightingale in a tall pine-tree 

Broke its heart in a song for me, 

Singing, with moonbeams around it spread, 

It fluttered, and fell at my threshold, dead ;—. 
O nightingale in the tall pine-tree, 
Why did you break your heart for me¢ 


A lover of ladies, bold and free, 
Challenged the world to a fight for me, 
But I scorn’d his love in a foolish pride, 
And, sword in hand, he fighting died ! 
O lover of ladies, bold and free, 
Why did you lose your life for me¢ 


From ‘* God’s Good Man.’ 
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CORONATION 


wag ERE by the sea, 
, My Love found me ! 
A Seagulls over the waves were swinging ; 
B)Mermaids down in their caves were 
singing ,— 
And one little star in the rosy sky 
Sparkled above like an angel’s eye ! 
My Love found me, 
And I and he 
Plighted our troth eternally ! 
Oh day of splendour, 
And self-surrender ! 
The day when my Love found me! 





Here, by the sea, 

My King crown’d me ! 
Wild ocean sang for my coronation, 
With the jubilant voice of a mighty nation !— 
’Mid the towering rocks he set my throne, 
And made me for ever and ever his own ! 

My King crown’d me, 

And I and he 
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Are one till the world shall cease to be ! 
Oh, sweet love-story ! 
Oh, night of glory ! 
The night when my King crown’d me ! 
From ‘* Temporal Power.’ 


PRINCE RUDOLPH TO MARIE VETSERA 


LEEP, my Beloved, sleep ! 
Be patient !—we shall keep 
Our secret oe hid 







There i is no place in earth or air 

For such a love as ours, or such despair ! 
And neither hell nor heaven shall care to win 
Our ruined souls rejoicing in their sin. 


Sleep !—for my hand is sure— 

The bullets sharp and pure 

Strike through thy heart and mine, 

Shedding our blood like wine— 
Love’s sweetness is too sweet, and if the shame 
Of love must be our curse, we hurl the blame 
Back on the gods who gave us love with breath, 
And tortured us from passion into death ! 
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FOUR STUDIES FROM SHAKESPEARE 


ROSALIND 


‘‘ Am not I your Rosalind ? ”’ 
As You Like It, Act iv. sc. 1. 





maw OOLISH Orlando! not to feel Her nigh 

m Bee Whose very step the winking daisies 
‘ know,— 

meee) They murmur “ Rosalind ’’ with every 
sigh 

That stirs their petals when the breezes blow,— 

Each bird that in the leafy forest flies 

Sings of the glory burning in her eyes— 

While thou, dull-pated youth and drowsy lover, 

Wanderest the wood, unconscious of thy joy, 

And lackest eyes within thee to discover 

(As birds and flowers have done) the seeming boy. 

What! Canst not spy beneath the shepherd’s vest 

The bounteous wave of Rosalind’s fair breast ? 

As boy she kiss’d thee! By that touch divine 

Wert still in doubt with her sweet lips on thine ? 
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ROMEO AND JULIET 


** How its’t, my soul? Let’s talk, it is not day !’’ 
Romeo and Juliet, Act tii. sc. 5. 







OST in the passion of a long embrace, 
gm|\Warm rapture lights each love-trans- 
figured face, 

8)Entwin’d in one another’s arms they 
cling 
Like rose-boughs waving in the breath of Spring ; 
Their liquid eyes with mystic meanings burn, 
Their kiss-curv’d lips unto each other turn, 
Their pulses thrill—the blood leaps through their 

veins, 

And life seems reeling in their dizzy brains, 
They murmur pantingly and close—they sigh, 
Swoon on each other’s breast and seem to die, 
Then swift-reviving, lose themselves again 
In a wild transport of ecstatic pain ;— 
Soul-maddened, tempest-tost, and passion-driven, 
Unfit for Earth and unprepared for Heaven ! 
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TROILUS TO CRESSIDA 


*“*O Cressid! O false Cressid! False, false, false ! '’ 
Troilus and Cressida, Act v. Sc. 2. 


CRESSIDA! Now shall I welcome 
death ! 
The glory of my manhood’s strength is 
, gone ! 
The fallen pillar of thy broken faith 
Hath crushed my life! I could have bravely borne 
A thousand cruel martyrdoms for thee 
If I had never known the stain that soils 
The former whiteness of thy purity ! 
Oh, when I look on thee, the fierce blood boils 
And surges through my veins like living fre— 
Thy beauty 1s my curse !—but thou must die, 
Fair Cressid !—and with passionate desire 
I long to slay thee, O thou loveliest lie, 
And hurl thy spirit to its native Hell ! 
No more—I leave thee to thy fate ! Farewell ! 
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DESDEMONA 


** Cold, cold, my girl! Ev’n like thy chastity !"”’ 
Othello, Act v. sc. 2. 

RAW back the velvet curtains—let the 
light 

Make full betrayal !—for she will not 
say 

The sunbeams dazzle her !—eternal night 

Hath closed for her the portals of the day— 

See you how fair she is ?—as fair as when 

She smiled on Cassio !—Oh, she did no wrong,— 

A woman, sure, may smile on many men ! 

"Twas but a passing discord in the song, 

A little jarring of the notes—a string 

Snapt as the singer was about to sing— 

But jealous Love threw down the faulty lute 

And, craving music, made all music mute 

Save “ willow, willow !”’ sobbing in the air, 

The last wild utterance of a soul’s despair ! 
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ONE ROSE! 


NE—dropped from her breast 

As she passed along, 

i|Like a fluttering bird from a nest, 

, Or the final note of a song— 
One—as fragile and fair 
As the woman herself, I swear ! 

With the light of a thousand sunbeams caught in 
the waves of her golden hair ! 





One—white as the snow— 
It fell at her feet, 
When her laughter, clear and low, 
Replied to the fervid heat 
Of my love-words wild and vain, 
And my heart grew numb with pain 
Asher mirthful mockery crushed my heart, and 
maddened my foolish brain. 


Farewell to my dream ! 
IT should have known 
That, however fair she may seem, 
Her heart is as cold as stone, 
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A mirror of social vice, 
A sparkling nugget of ice, 
Valued at “so much ” or more, and ready for sale 
at its market price ! 


A “ Society star ’’? 
Yes, that is true : 
She is proud ; such women are, 
Yet perhaps she will smile on you ! 
Your turn will come, maybe, 
Who knows? Perchance you will see 
The lying glances, the treacherous smiles she 
lately lavished on me ! 


If so, you can say 
You met me to-night : 
Tell her I went my way 
Despising her trumpery slight : 
Man, after all, is king— 
He can laugh at the little sting 
Of a woman’s scorn, when the woman herself is 
so poor and low a thing ! 


One rose !—it will fade 
Ere an hour be past— 

Such hot-house blossoms are only made, 
Like women, to wither fast— 
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Its leaves will upcurl and die 
In an odorous, silent sigh, 
And only its little ghost will speak of my transient 
love gone by. 


One rose—it is mine 
To keep for a while— 
I fancy it will not greatly pine 
For the loss of her ladyship’s smile— 
By a cluster of diamonds prest, 
"Twas slain on her chilly breast : 
Together we'll go, the rose and I—we both have 
need of rest ! 


POVERO FIOR 
; OOR rosebud !—has he cast thee from 







: his breast ? 
. iw Art thou discarded ?—is thy fragrance 
sans gone ? 


Has he disturbed thee from thy quiet rest? 
And must thou die alone ? 


What tender flush of colour once was thine ! 

How fair thou wert in freshly opening pride ! 

Now thou art left in solitude to pine, 
Withered and thrown aside. 


Yet because thou hast lain a little space 

Upon his heart,—that heart which loveth me, 

As thou hast had such honourable place, 
Come, I will cherish thee. 


Though all thy promised loveliness hath flown, 

And all the pleasures of thy life were fleet, 

Though thou art dead, yet thou must surely own 
Death on his heart was sweet. 
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SNOWDROPS 
EHOLD them at thy feet ! 





oy 

os SY. Pure as the snow that covered them at 
birth ; 

mee Frail as the life that binds them to the 


Earth ; 
They are thine emblems, Sweet ! 


White as thy virgin breast, 
And fragile as thy faith! The coming Spring 
Shall never know a weaker, slighter thing 
Than thou art, at the best. 


To-day Truth wept and died 
In thy deceitful smile—O thou most fair, 
Crown’d with a dusky wonder of dark hair,— 
T ask—why hast thou lied ? 


Tell thee what sin is thine? 
Why, naught but this,—of all men ‘neath the sun 
Thou (gentle soul !) hast cheated only one ! 


I'll call the error mine. 
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I will not blame thee, child,— 
The fault was mine, if for thy haunting eyes, 
Caressing hands, and love-begotten sighs, 
My spirit was beguil’d. 


For now we two shall part 

For evermore,—but ere thou turn to go, 

I pluck for thee these blossoms born of snow, 
Wear them upon thy heart ! 


Not for the love of me,— 
But for the old remembrance of a day 
As dead as all the blossoms of last May, 
When I believed in thee ! 


Living, I ne’er shall tell 
The story of the dream from which I wake ;— 
I do forgive thee, for thy beauty’s sake : 

And so—one kiss ;—Farewell ! 


TWO SONNETS TO MY BELOVED 


I 


AW O, as the lark ascends to greet the Morn, 
ade Tis wings, like jewels glittering in the 
; alr, 
By waves of music seemingly upborne 
Above the swift-receding world of care, 
Soaring, he sweetly sings, rejoicing ever 
That Night hath fled with all her vapours dun, 
And in excess of joy his pinions quiver 
The nearer he approacheth to the Sun,— 
Thus did my lonely heart spring up to thee, 
From out its dark and long protracted night, 
And with a new and rapturous melody 
It soared aloft to Heaven, to Love and Light ! 
At the first glance of thy dear eloquent eyes, 
My soul left earth and walked in Paradise. 






oe 
| area 
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TWO SONNETS TO MY BELOVED 49 
I 


** Sweet would it be to die for one we love, 

If such a death from death that one could save ! ”’ 

Beloved, if by dying I could prove 

My love for thee, I’d woo the darksome grave, 

And, fearless of my fate, I’d sail alone 

Upon that misty, vague, and silent sea 

Which rolls between us and the vast Unknown 

And breaks its billows on Eternity. 

But if such death were sweet, ’twere sweeter far 

To die together in a moment’s space, 

And soar beyond the highest visible star, 

Spurred by the passion of our last embrace ! 
Without one pang of lingering mortal strife, 
Such dying were not Death, but endless Life ! 


SAILING 


ILING, sailing ! Whither P 
What path of the flashing sea 
Seems best for you and me P 
Wo matter the way, 
By night or day, 
So long as we sail together ! 





Sailing, sailing ! Whither P 
Into the rosy grace 
Of the sun’s deep setting-place ? 
We need not know 
How far we go, 
So long as we sail together ! 


Sailing, sailing ! Whither ? 
To the glittering rainbow strand 
Of Love’s enchanted land ?P 
We ask not where, 
In earth or air, 
So long as we sail together ! 
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Sailing, sailing ! Whither ? 
On to the life divine !— 
Your soul made one with mine, 
In Heaven or Hell, 
All must be well, 
So long as we sail together ! 


GOOD-NIGHT ! FAREWELL ! 


OOD-NIGHT! farewell! If it should 
chance that nevermore we meet, 

le mi Remember that the hours we spent 

| together here were sweet ! 





Good-night! farewell! If henceforth different 
ways of life we wend, 

Remember that I sought to walk beside you to the 
end ! 


Good-night ! farewell! When present things are 
merged into the past, 

Remember that I love you and shall love you to 
the last ! 
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OUTSIDE THE CHURCH 
(After a stage matinée for Disabled Men) 


JHE wind sighed and the trees swayed, 
Mm) 6A robin piped on a burial-stone,— 
mm|\Within the church the people prayed, 
© I stood outside alone ; 
Over me bent a clear blue sky, 
With the great sun’s amorous golden eye 
Shedding light on all below. 
I could hear the priest intone 
in the usual dreary, sing-song way, 
With a passionless voice and slow, 
Out of all tune with the joyous day,— 
And I vaguely wondered which God preferred— 
The cleric’s drawl or the song of the bird ! 






The wind sighed and the trees swayed,— 
And I thought, as I stood by myself out there, 
Of the world that was not in church, though made 
For service of equal care ; 
Service simple, yet sweet and strong 
As the note of the robin’s autumn song 
And helpful to human kind,— 
Service aS wise as prayer, 
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Done by men for their fellow-men 
Who are crippled and left in the race behind, 
And may never run for a prize again,— 
And I dimly questioned which God would bless, 
The Church or the Stage in our wilderness ! 


The wind sighed and the trees swayed— 
And I heard, as in a waking dream, 
A jocund tune that the fiddles played 
Close under the footlights’ gleam : 
Where actors acted their well-worn parts 
To solace and strengthen suffering hearts 
And succour those in need. 
And I thought that even a priestly theme 
Could scarce teach more of the God above 
Than the force of the Players’ working creed, 
Expressed 1n a labour of love, 
For surely close to the Throne of Grace 
‘¢ Sock and Buskin ”’ have found a place ! 


ASPIRATION 


JJEACH me, O God, the way to heights 
| supernal, 

me Show me how best to win the life eternal, 
From all vain worldly trammels set me 





free, 
And lift me ever nearer unto Thee. 


Fill Thou my soul with some supreme endeavour, 
Some vast untiring quest to last for ever, 

Let all but Thy commandment cease to be,— 

I shall have found all things in finding Thee |! 
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RELINQUISHMENT 






[ ma| LOVE, if love obtained must slay desire, 
. g|And quench the light and heat of pas- 
; sion’s fire ; 
oS — iG you are weary of the ways of love, 

And fain would end the many cares thereof, 

[I prithee tell me, so that I may seek 

Some place to die in ere I grow too weak 

To look my last on your belovéd face. 

Yea, tell me all! The gods may yet have grace 

And pity enough to let me quickly die 

Some brief while after we have said ‘‘ Good-bye !’” 





Nay, I have known it well for many days 

You have grown tired of all tender ways ; 

Love’s kisses weary you, love’s eager words, 

Old as the hills and sweet as singing-birds, 

Are fetters hard to bear! O Love, be free ! 

You will lose little joy in losing me ; 

Let me depart, remembering only this, 

That once you loved me, and that once your kiss 
Crown’d me with joy supreme enough to last 


Through all my life till that brief life be past. 
56 


RELINQUISHMENT 57 


Forget me, my belovéd !—nevermore 

Turn to look back on what has gone before, 

Or say, “‘ Such love was brief, but wondrous fair,’’ 
The past is past for ever; have no care 

Or thought for me at all, no tear or sigh 

Or faint regret ; for, Dearest, I shall die 

And dream of you 1’ the dark, beneath the grass ; 
And o’er my head perchance your feet may pass, 
Lulling me faster into sleep profound 

Among the fairies of the fruitful ground. 

Love, wearied out by love, hath need of rest, 
And, when all love is ended, Death is best ! 


A SONG OF THE SEA 


wa) HEARD the sea cry out in the night, 
Sic Like a fretful child— 

fd FeAl [Voaning, under the pale moonlight, 
ae In a passion wild— 

And my heart cried out with the sea, in tears, 
For the sweet lost joys of my vanished years ! 





I heard the sea laugh out in the noon, 
Like a girl at play— 
All forgot was the waning moon 
In the glow of day ! 
And my heart laughed out with the sea in mirth, 
For the love and the grace of life on earth ! 


I think the sea is a part of me 
With its gloom and glory— 
What Has Been, and what yet Shall Be, 
Is all its story ; 
Rise up, O Heart, with the tidal flow, 
And drown the sorrows of Long Ago! 
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A LOVE-SONG 


WMm)> the billows fling shells on the shore, 

ba; §=As the sun poureth light on the sea, 

744 . 

mara YaiAs a lark on the wings scatters song to 
= the spring, 

So rushes my love to thee. 






As the ivy clings close to the tower, 
As the dew lieth deep in a flower, 

As the shadow to light, as the day unto night, 
So clings my wild soul to thee ! 


As the moon glitters coldly alone 

Above earth on her cloud-woven throne, 
As the rocky-bound cave repulseth a wave, 

So thy anger repulseth me. 


As the bitter black frost of a night 
Slays the roses with pitiless might, 

As a sharp dagger-thrust hurls a king to the dust, 
So thy cruelty murdereth me. 


Yet, in spite of thy queenly disdain, 
Thou art seared by my passion and pain ; 
Thou shalt hear me repeat, till I die for it, sweet,— 


{ 7? 


** I love thee ! I dare to love thee ! 


From “‘ A Romance of Two Worlds.” 
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“IN SOLO DEUS SALUS” 
HAVE found Thee, O God ! 


SAME INot in cold temples made with human 
ae hands, 

ME} But in the broad beneficence of skies, 
And in the flowering-time of meadow-lands. 





I have heard Thy voice. 
Not in the pauses of a priestly prayer, 
But in the tremulous whispering of the leaves, 
And in the daily breathings of the air. 


I have felt Thy touch. 
Not in the rush of world’s delight or gain, 
But in heart-breaking agony and tears, 
And in the slow pulsations of strong pain. 


I have known Thy love. 
Not when earth’s flattering friends around me 
smiled, 
But in deep solitude of desolate days, 
Then wast Thou very gentle with Thy child. 
60 


“IN SOLO DEUS SALUS” 61 


I have seen Thy face. 
Not only in the great Light of the Cross, 
But through the darkness of forgotten graves 
And the pale dawning recompense of loss. 


Yea, I have found Thee, God ! 
Thy Hand doth lead me to a goal divine !— 
And were a thousand worlds like this my foes, 
The battle would be brief,—the victory mine ! 


“THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD ” 
(Paraphrase of the 23rd Psalm) 


HE Lord is my Shepherd: I shall not 
want ; 

He maketh me down to lie 

mm} pleasant fields where the lilies grow, 

And the river runneth by. 







The Lord is my Shepherd : He feedeth me 
In the depth of a desert land ; 

And, lest I should in the darkness slip, 
He holdeth me by the hand. 


The Lord is my Shepherd: I shall not want; 
My mind on Him 1s stayed, 

And though through the Valley of Death I walk, 
I shall not be afraid. 


The Lord is my Shepherd : O Shepherd sweet, 
Leave me not here to stray ; 

But guide me safe to Thy heavenly fold, 
And keep me there, I pray ! 


From “‘ God’s Good Man.” 
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A CANZONET 


w)Y Lady is pleased to smile— 

aa )) And the world is glad and gay ; 
fa My Lady is pleased to weep— 
ft} And it rains the livelong day ! 





My Lady is pleased to hate— 

And I lose my life and my breath ; 
My Lady is pleased to love— 

And I am the master of Death ! 


I know that my Lady 1s Love, 
By the magical light about her ; 
I know that my Lady 1s Life, 
For I cannot live without her ! 
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THE SONG OF A SHIP 


ww ONG, long ago, in vanished summer- 
[2 






time, 
@oaa|l stood upon a golden sanded shore 
And launched a fairy-vessel out to sea. 


Her taper spars and masts were silver rays 

Caught from the love-sick Moon what time she 
stept 

In languid beauty through the midnight sky. 


Her sails were woven out of perfumed sighs, 
Bediamonded and fringed with pearly tears 
Fallen from angel eyes that weep for Heaven ! 


Her shining deck was one pure sheet of gold 

Cut from the western clouds at sunset hour, 

And strewn with opening rose-buds, dropped with 
dew. 


While on her stood a bright-robed elfin throng 

Called ‘‘ Life’s Delusions ’"—they were mariners, 

Crowned with the crimson blooms of merry May. 
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I watched her sailing o’er th’ expectant deep 

(Whereof the name, methought, was “Sea of 
Time ”’), 

Till in a maze of light she disappeared. 


She went, bound on an errand from my heart 
To one I loved and trusted—fool was IJ 
To dream such love would ever meet return ! 


Lo! while I waited, sea and sky grew black, 

The fretful wind awoke from out his sleep, 

And sobbed and raved, and madly shrieked his 
wrongs. 


The god of Thunder rose in fiery wrath 
And grasped his burning bolts with iron hands, 
Hurling them at the Earth in frantic spite. 


His sister Lightning tore the veil of Heaven, 

And thrust her pale blue sword through startled 
clouds 

In passionate fury as she rushed along. 


Ah! then saw I my hapless ship return ! 

On the horizon, in the murky must, 

She came—a speck of white ‘mid sable waves ! 
F 
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She glittered for a moment like a star 
Poised on the waters; while my fairy crew 
Stood tiptoe, taking leave of land and life ! 


Then did I stretch out yearning arms of love, 
And called, complaining, to the careless wind, 
While the fierce billows leaped to snatch their prey. 


She sank! ah me! a thousand fathoms deep ! 
She sank amid the many wrecks of years 
That lie forgotten in that rolling sea ! 


The bellowing thunder, glad to see her die, 
Flung down a parting bolt between the waves, 
Shaking the mountains with ferocious joy. 


Down on the cold, cold shore forlorn I lay, 
Sick with despair, and bathed in burning tears, 
Insensible to all things, save to grief. 


And when at last I raised my heavy eyes, 
The storm had ceased, and one fair planet shone 
With steady light from out the cloudless blue. 


The angry main had rocked itself to rest— 

The wind, repentant, sighed for passion past— 

The fair, round moon climbed up and smiled on 
all. 
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Shuddering, I rose, and left that fatal strand, 
Crushing my sorrow in my bosom deep, 
Freezing my tear-drops with the ice of pride. 


Look I not fair and mirthful as of old ? 
Lo! I can bear life bravely ! though that life 
Be but despair and heart-ache unto death! 


Yet if I weakly weep and wail sometimes, 
Bear with my folly—though I know full well 
That tears will ne’er revive the faded Past. 


Wouldst thou not grieve for loss of Happiness ? 
Wouldst thou not sigh above a ruined Heart ? 
And weep in silence for a shipwrecked Love ? 


TO A WANDERER 


peed | EAREST, come home ! 

: Thou’rt like a ship upon an angry sea— 

i 4|The harbour of thy refuge let me be,— 

= iFurl sail, drop anchor,—find thou peace 
with me— 

Come home, thou storm-tossed ship—come 
home ! 






oe AD 


Dearest, come home ! 
Thou’rt like a wearied bird that fain would rest, 
Yet finds no bough whereon to build its nest; 
Fold thou thy sinking pinions in my breast— 
Come home, high-soaring bird !—come home ! 


Dearest, come home ! 
Come to a heart whose love for thee is pure, 
Passionate, deep as life itself, and sure— 
Through pain and loss and death it shall endure— 
Come home !—I wait for thee,—come home ! 


Dearest, come home ! 
Around thee all my hopes and memories cling, 
My soul, thy palace, waits thine entering,— 
Take swift possession, O my lord and king, 


Come home in sovereignty !—come home ! 
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Dearest, come home ! 
My life as ’twere a down-dropt rosebud lies 
Slow-opening in the sunshine of thine eyes, 
Oh, raise it, keep it, love it, or it dies! 
O thou who art my Heaven and Earth !—come 
home ! 


FATA MORGANA 


pwr) HAVE dreamed of Love— 

Ai Kw Not the gossamer love of a poet’s song, 
Ba feel that shreds away into shame and 

eae} | wrong,— 

But a love that is faithful, pure, and strong ! 





I have dreamed of Love— 
Not the fickle love of a summer’s day, 
Or the mood of a moment passing away,— 
But a love that will last for ever and aye. 


I have dreamed of Love— 
Not the quick, false fire of a passionate breath 
That is quenched in the ashes of broken faith,— 
But a love that will triumph over death! 


Will my dream come true? 
Nay, that I know not ! Enough for me 
God’s visioned Light in my soul to see, 
And to pray that such a Love may be ! 
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IF I LOVED YOU 





wee FI loved you, and you loved me, 
Sor cn How happy this little world would be— 
fed tea The light of the day, the dancing hours, 
iMeemOe The skies, the trees, the birds and flowers, 

Would all be part of our perfect gladness ;— 

And never a note of pain or sadness 

Would jar life’s beautiful melody 

If I loved you, and you loved me! 


“Tf I loved you!’’ Why, I scarcely know 

How, if I did, the time would go !— 

I should forget my dreary cares, 

My sordid toil, my long despairs, 

I should watch your smile, and kneel at your feet, 
And live my life in the love of you, Sweet !— 

So mad, so glad, so proud I should be, 

If I loved you, and you loved me! 


“ If you loved me!” Ah, nothing so strange 
As that could chance in this world of change !— 
As well expect a planet to fall, 


Or a queen to serve as a beggar’s thrall ;— 
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But if you did,—romance and glory 

Might spring from our lives’ united story, 
And angels might be less happy than we— 
If I loved you, and you loved me! 


“If I loved you, and you loved me!” 

Alas! ’tis a joy we shall never see— 

For the world to us is cruel and cold,— 

We shall drift along till we both grow old, 

Till we reach our waiting graves and die, 

Looking back on the days that have passed us by, 

When “ what might have been” can no longer 
be,— 

When I lost you, and you lost me! 


THE MESSAGE OF THE MADONNA 


we) NLY a Woman and Child ! 
Wye! But the Manger where they lay 
wey Vas filled with the warmth of Paradise 
(ei)! And the burning glow of the angels’ eyes, 
More bright than the brightest day— 
Kings and Wise Men came that way 
To look and worship, to wonder and pray, 
From thrones and learning alike beguil’d 
By the simplest thing we can ever see, 
And the sweetest thing that can ever be— 
A Woman and Child ! 





Life from a life distilled— 
Such is God’s mystical plan,— 
And nothing is more divine on earth 
Than the sacred miracle of birth, 
Rebuilding the race of Man,— 
And ever and ever, since Time began, 
Struggle and argue as best we can, 
To Woman the highest place is willed, 
And on Woman alone is bestowed the Best, 
In the babe she holds to her tender breast 
With a love fulfilled ! 
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Fie on that flag unfurl’d— 
The flag of your “ suffrage ’’ cause ! 
What need you more than the glory and grace 
Of bearing and rearing the human race ? 
You make the Makers of Laws ! 
This is the thought that should give you pause 
In your foolish fight with flying straws, 

And your stony missiles crazily hurl’d ! 
Remember, I pray you, each day and night 
That the Woman’s Right is the Maker’s Might 

In the moulding of the world ! 


HYMN 
The Voice of the Belovéd 


wee) HEAR ye not the voice of the Belovéd ? 
ASG) Through golden seas of starry light it 

\Ga A falls, 

‘Pemetf)) And like a summons in the night it calls, 

Saying,—‘‘ Lost children of the Father’s House 

Why do ye wander wilfully away ? 

Lo, I have sought you sorrowing every day,— 

And yet ye will not answer,—will not turn 

To meet My love for which the angels yearn ! 





‘‘ In all the causeless griefs wherewith your hearts 
are moved 

Have ye no time to hear the Voice of the Be- 
loved ? ”’ 


O hearken to the Voice of the Beloved ! 

Sweeter it is than music,—sweeter far 

Than angel-anthems in a happy star ! 

O wandering children of the Father’s House 

Turn homeward ere the coming of the night, 

Follow the pathway leading to the light ! 

So shall the sorrows of long exile cease 

And tears be turned to smiles and pain to peace. 
Lift up your hearts and let your faith be proved ; 
Answer, oh answer the Voice of the Beloved ! 
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THE LOVE-LETTER 
HAKE this letter when I am dead 






mame)” Tis a letter of love from you to me,— 
A passion born of the sun and the sea ! 


Bury it with me deep in the mould— 
It will comfort me down in the dark and cold. 


I learned each word of it long ago— 
It is the sweetest poem I know. 


Worn with kisses and stained with tears, 
"Tis all that is left of my happiest years. 


When I have drawn the last weak breath 
And fallen asleep in the arms of death,— 


When I am lying cold and calm, 
With white hands folded palm to palm,— 


When even your touch shall fail to start 
New life through my frozen and pulseless heart,— 
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Then come gently into the gloom 
Where I lie alone in my darkened room,— 
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And raise my head with its loosened hair,— 
The soft little clusters you found so fair ! 


And under the curls caressed by your hand 
Lay your letter—you understand ? 


Give me my story of love to keep— 
And kiss me and leave me alone,—to sleep ! 


AD FINEM 


VOICE spake in the silence of the night, 
A Voice which softly said— 
Now will I fill thy fading life with light 
Up-gathered from the storehouse of 
the dead ;— 
I take thy wasted love, thy long despair, 
Thy broken joy and peace, 
And kindle them upon the waiting air, 
In flame that shall not cease ! 





“‘ Like a wide beacon in the darkness seen 
Shall all thy sorrows be ! 

Thy bitter tears shed for the Might-have-been, 
Shall keep fame sweet for thee,— 

I take thy soul, forsaken of ail men 
And trampled in the sod, 

But purified and lifted through strong pain 
Up to the height of God!” 


I heard,—and 1n the silence of the night 
Lay very calm and still, 

Watching the dark change slowly to the bright, 
As the sun clomb the hill— 
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AD FINEM 


I gave myself with gladness to the rest 
That comes with ending breath, 

And with the funeral flowers upon my breast 
Smuiled,—and praised God for Death ! 
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THE VOICE IN THE CATHEDRAL 


SITHIN the old cathedral, 
WA) At the hour of evening prayer, 
a Yau) When the golden tubes of the organ 
: Poured music in the air : 
I knelt alone in the shadow 
Of the twilight grey and dim, 
Dreamily, drowsily hearing 
The sound of the choristers’ hymn— 
I heard it, but scarcely listened, 
For I was in misery ; 
Not even the glorious music 
Had power to comfort me. 





The mighty chorus deepened 

And rolled through the arches wide, 
Till softer, softer growing, 

With one faint chord it died : 
Then, solemnly and grandly, 

Clear on the sudden calm, 
Came floating a Voice—one only— 

Like an Angel singing a psalm— 
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A Voice so pure and tender, 
So rich and loving and low, 

That it touched my heart, like an echo 
From the land of long ago. 


My slumb’ring soul was wakened 
As that voice fell on my ears ; 
My stubborn pride was conquered 
And quenched in grateful tears ; 
My sorrows fled, as Winter 
Flies from the smile of May, 
And my feeble heart was strengthened 
For the dangers of my way. 
O Voice divine, though human ! 
O matchless power of Song ! 
I shall hear you in my spirit 
And love you my whole life long ! 


TO FIFINETTA 


mmr’ you were the rose-bud, 
emai And I were the bee,— 
gea|Deep in your fragrant heart 
m) Wonders I’d see ; 

Close in your petals 

Quiet I'd lie, 
Drown’d in your honey 

Gladly I’d die! 





If you were a daisy 
And I were the dew, 
Lightly I’d tremble 
And sparkle on you,— 
Absorbing all colours 
I’d melt them in one, 
And shine on your bosom 
A miniature sun. 


Alas, for the fancies 
A dreamer may plan ! 
In spite of romances, 


I am but a man,— 
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A man full of ardours, 

And passion and strife, 
Just giving you only 

The love of his life ! 
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RHYME OF THE LOTUS-LILY 


mm\EI for the passionless peace of the Lotus- 
Lily ! 
It floats in a waking dream on the 
waters chilly, 

With its leaves unfurled 

To the wondering world, 
Knowing naught of the sorrow and restless pain 
That burns and tortures the human brain ; 
Oh for the passionless peace of the Lotus Lily ! 





Oh for the pure cold heart of the Lotus-Lily ! 
Bared to the moon in the waters dark and chilly. 
A star above 
Is its only love, 
And one brief sigh of its scented breath 
Is all it will ever know of Death ; 
Oh, for the pure cold heart of the Lotus-Lily ! 


From “ Ziska.”’ 
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‘SWEET IS DEATH THAT PUTS AN END 
TO PAIN” 


(Tennyson) 


DEATH, thou art the greatest god of 
all ! 
ae | Chou of the silent lips and closed eyes, 
mi! Crowned with poppies and sweet 
asphodel 
Stricken and wounded to the heart I call 
On thee, thou sombre Shadow of the skies, 
To shroud me from the dreary nights and days 
In thy delicious darkness ! Hide me well 
From prying Life, that she may find no ways 
To move me from thy heavenly Nothingness ! 
‘O let me never see the unkind face 
Of man again frown on me! Let me press 
Thee to my bosom in a lover’s place, 
There where the hurt within me slowly bleeds, 
Draining my hopes away in drowsy sorrow,— 
Fulfil, O Death, this utmost of my needs— 
That I may sleep and never wake to-morrow ! 








85 


HYMN FOR THE CORONATION 


wwe ULER of Empires, God of Perfect Love, 
"9 | That wert, and art, and evermore 
shalt be,— 
an Maker and Master of the worlds above, 
Saviour of all who fix their hopes on Thee,- 
Hear us, great Lord of nations new and old, 
Giver of blessings countless and untold,— 
To-day before Thy Throne we pledge anew 
Our England’s trust in all things high and true, 
And with united hearts to Thee we bring 
Him unto whom our loyal faith is due,— 
God of our fathers, guard and bless the King ! 





The country’s Crown we set upon his brow, 
With prayer, thanksgiving and the sound of 
song ; 
Eternal King of kings, receive him now, 

And fill his soul with power divine and strong ; 
Nerve Thou his hand unto the sceptre’s sway,— 
Guide Thou his steps in every noble way,— 

And let the grace of all things good and fair 

Descend on her whose spirit pure and rare 


For happy years the nation’s pride hath been, 
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And now the nation’s crown and throne doth 
share ; 
God of our fathers, guard and bless the Queen ! 


Lord of the Past and Future, let Thy Light 
Shine on this double crowning of our Land ! 
In Peace or War, O God, defend the Right, 
And let our shield be still Thy sheltering Hand ! 
Hear and accept Thy grateful people’s praise 
For all Thy mercies in the former days,— 
For present joys, for blessings yet to be, 
We humbly give the glory unto Thee, 
And to Thy service we do consecrate 
The Sovereigns of our Empire of the Sea ! 
God of our fathers, guard and bless the State ! 


Long live our Emperor-King and Empress-Queen, 
God save them from all evils near or far ! 
May golden years of happiest peace serene 
Make bright the sway of their Imperial Star! 
Before high Heaven we swear to them our faith, 
Honour and truth and loyalty till death ! 
Courage and chivalry are with us yet,— 
God shall forget us all ere we forget ! 
Loud let our voices with the joy-bells ring, 
To all the nations here together met ;— 
God be with England, and with England’s King ! 


SEA POWER 


I 


JLORY and terror and splendid joy of 
the Sea ! 
Thunderous Sentinel-Guard of our 
, flowering Isles of the Free ! 
Fortress impregnable, built with the moun- 
tainous waves 

Toppling in fury of laughter sheer over our 
enemies’ graves ! 

God !—It is all we can ask for !—that still we ever 
may be 

Saved by the glory and terror and conquering joy 
of the Sea! 





II 


Sea that sprang to the keels of the ships of Nelson. 
and Drake,— 

Billows that leap’d for delight in the battles for 
England’s sake— 

Will ye fail us now? Nay, never! Ye are strong 


as ye were of yore, 
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And Victory’s voice rings clearly out in your rush 
on the rocky shore— 

And shark-like Death, at the enemy’s cry, to meet 
him swiftly runs, 

For your swirl and sucking sands are as sure as the 
fire of a thousand guns! 


III 


Glory and terror and conquering love of the Sea, 

Circling our Fortunate Isles of Fame, more famous 
still to be ! 

Let us praise the Giver of Life for the silver and 
azure band 

He hath set between us and our foes on the other 
side of the land, 

Break, it cannot !—Yield, it shall not !—England, 
home of the free, 

God keep thee safe in the strength and light and 
conquering love of the Sea ! 


ENGLAND! 


7 x IFT up thine eyes, Queen Warrior of 

-" the world ! 

@ceaiStand, fearless-footed, on Time’s shift- 

7 ing verge 

And watch thine everlasting Dawn emerge 

From clouds that break and boom in thunderous 
War ! 

Lo, how thy broad East reddens to thy West, 

The while thy thousand-victoried flag, unfurl’d 

Waves to thy North and South, in one royal fold 

Of tent-like shelter for an Empire's rest ; 

O Queen, sword-girded, helmeted in gold, 

Strong Conqueror of all thy many foes, 

Look from thy rocky heights, and see afar 

The coming Future menacing the past 

With clamour and wild change of present things, 

Kingdoms down-shaken with the fall of kings ; 

But fear not Thou! Thou’rt still the first and last 

Imperial wearer of the deathless Rose,— 

Crown’d with the sunlight, girdled with the sea, 

Mother of mightiest nations yet to be ! 





go 


JOE’S ORCHID 


meme) took a little time to grow, 
EN Joe ! 
ba keel Lhe sprouting of its leaves was slow, 
_ We know ; 
But now its shining buds unfold, 
Bright as the glittering Transvaal gold ; 
"Tis worthy of a special ** show.” 
Joe ! 





"Twas pestered by an insect foe, 
Joe ! 

The horrid creature wouldn’t go 
Below ;— 

The native, gnawing, noxious Boer 

Clung to its very root and core, 

And tried your little temper so ! 
Joe ! 


And now admiring thanks we owe 
Joe ! 

To you who forced the flower to blow,— 
Although 


gI 
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The trail of human blood and pain 

Has left upon its leaves a stain ;— 

But that you cannot help, we know, 
Joe ! 


Gorgeous the golden blossoms blow, 
Joe ! 
Can England such a plant forego ? 
Why, no! 
Your skill in Orchid cultivation 
Has given us a conquered nation ;— 
But,—make you Premier? Oh, go slow ! 
Joe ! 


TO THE QUARTERLY 
With the Compliments of the Season 


REETING, old friend! A merry 
Christmas time 
To you, who nothing merry ever 
. 7 see ;— 
Great Murderer of poets in their prime,— 

Why have you struck at me? 





With vengeful hooks of sharpened critic-steel 
You tortured giants in the days gone by,— 

And now upon your creaking, rusty wheel, 
You’d break a Butterfly ! 


Alas ! you’re far too cumbrous for such things ! 
Your heavy, clanking axle drags 1’ the chase ;— 
The happy Insect has the use of wings, 
And keeps its Sunshine-place ! 
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AN INVOCATION TO IRELAND 


OME, Erin, come ! 
WameiCome clad in armour as a warrior- 
Queen,— 
Come, sword in hand ! 
Come with the springtime, wearing o’ the green ! 
Shine on the land, 
Like Hope embodied, strength made manifest,— 
Make thy true betterness of soul thy best, 
And,—-sacrificing all 
Ascend the height from which thou shalt not fall ! 
Come, Erin, come ! 





Come, Erin, come ! 
Break from the traitor’s hold, the bigot’s snare, 
Come, proud and free ! 
Be thine own noblest self, and win thy share 
Of triumph that shall be 
When War’s black thunderclouds have rolled away 
And Right sheds Light upon the world’s new Day ! 
Thou wilt not shame 
Thy highest nature or thy holiest name ! 
Come, Erin, come ! 
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Come, Erin, come ! 

Heed not the babbler’s tongue, the rebel’s lie,— 
Take thou thy place 

With nations armed to conquer or to die ! 
Glory and grace 

Be with thee in thy coming! ’Tis thine hour 

Of loftiest destiny and immortal power,— 
Show thyself great 

In pardon for old wrongs and stings of fate ; 
Come, Erin, come ! 


Come, Erin, come ! 

The heavens are all a-fire with watching eyes 
Bent upon thee,— 

Waiting the splendour of thy golden rise, 
Star of the sea! 

Face thou the foe with all thy fighting sons, 

And set thy Harp to thunder of the guns, 
In song sublime 

Ringing thy fame unto the ends of Time ! 
Come, Erin, come ! 


CHILDREN’S EVENING HYMN 


mal our hearts celestial voices 
“Eo Softly say : 
wea’ Day is passing, Night is 
_ coming ,— 
Kneel and Pray !’’ 





Father, we obey the summons, 
Hear our cry ! 

Pity us, and help our weakness, 
Thou Most High ! 


For the joys that most we cherish 
Praised be Thou ! 

Good and gentle art Thou ever, 
Hear us now ! 


Coming morrows we may never 
Live to see ; 

All we ask Thee is to keep us 
Safe with Thee ! 
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May our dreams be of Thy Kingdom 
Full of grace,— 

Where at last we hope to meet Thee, 
Face to face. 


Now the stars are shining o’er us 
In the skies ; 

Looking like the watching Angels’ 
Loving eyes. 


We are only little children 
Kneeling here,— 

And we want our loving Father 
Always near ! 


Take us in Thy arms and keep us 
As Thine own, 

Gather us, like little sunbeams, 
Round Thy Throne. 


There, when all our prayers are ended,— 
Faults forgiven, 

May we live with Thee for ever, 
Up in Heaven ! 


A FAREWELL 


gi\WEET love, we part! the old days are 
no more ! 

No more for us are burning kisses 
poured 

Out of the blood-red chalice of our hearts ! 

No more for us the long and wild embrace 

Wherein our spirits leaped into our eyes 

And trembled to behold the secrets there ! 

Ah me, no more! Our dreams were strange and 
sweet, 

And beautiful as glowing sunset-fires 

Mirrored in azure waters! Bright and brief 

As stars that shoot across the vault of heaven. 

We were so happy in our Fairyland ! 

So safe within our Palace made of clouds ! 

Where are we now? Why, in the cold, hard 
World, 

Broad, broad awake to life and life’s despair ! 

Why have we changed? O love, I see thee frown, 

Saying, ‘* Not I, but thou hast changed to me ”’ ;— 

Yea, it is true! for God reached down and said, 

‘* Take thou this cross and clasp it to thy breast ’’"— 


And gave me one of thorns ! I clasped it close, 
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Trembling and sick with pain—yet I obeyed, 
And I am brave! Thou seest not my cross ; 
Thou shalt not see nor know, till God Himself 
Reads out the secrets of our mortal lives, 

And brings me face to face with thee and Love. 
Then judge, condemn, yea kill my very soul, ... 
But say not I was false! Sweetheart, farewell ! 


ARMY AND CLIQUE 
(A Word for a Slandered Officer) 


OME, boys! Write it in steel and flame ! 
Ferwe|Wrong has been done to a soldier’s 
— name ; 

7 One who fought for his country well, 
And carried the Flag through the fires of Hell,— 
He, even he !—Made a butt for lies, 

Hounded by cowards, slandered by spies— 

Gagged by a Government,—robbed of his place,— 

Kicked from the race-course while winning the 
race ! 

Shall we see this and refuse to venese P 

Nay, boys ! 
Never, boys ! 
None of us yet are so low and weak ! 
Up with the Army, and down with the Clique ! 







Who's the devil in ambush laid ! 

Who the dirty down-game has played ? 

If it be man, a more treacherous hound 

Less worthy a shot will never be found ; 
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If it be woman, a baser thing 
Never cajoled a cabinet, court, or king ! 
But we’ve won our spurs as a fighting force, 
And we'll track the lie to its poisoned source ! 
Shall we shield a traitor ? Forgive a sneak ? 
Nay, boys ! 
Never, boys ! 
Honour before a political freak ! 
Up with the Army, and down with Clique ! 


‘“* Lest we forget! ”’ Be our own names blighted, 
If we fail to see a brave man righted ! 
Must a life-long service be cast away 
For a word, such as any of us might say, 
If our duty was questioned by knaves and fools, 
Whose lives are screwed to their office stools,— 
Men who have never fronted the guns, 
Or measured the way that a bullet runs? 
Shall we let them work the ruin they seek? 
Nay, boys ! 
Never, boys ! 
We are scarcely so mealy-mouth’d or meek ! 
Up with the Army, and down with Clique ! 


True soldiers of the King are we ! 
Sons of an Empire of the Free ; 
Haters of tyrants, great or small, 
Lovers of Justice more than all !— 
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And we of all men have a right to know 
Why a comrade down to his death should go, 
Killed by an undeserv’d disgrace,— 
Without ever a chance to plead his case ; 

His years of service damn’d in a week !— 

Stand by, boys! 
Keep firm, boys ! 
Fair fight !—Fair play !—Let the Country speak, 
Up with the Army, and down with Clique ! 


WE SWEEP THE SEAS! 
(A British Naval Song) 


JE sweep the seas ! 
4 Our glorious Flag, unfurl’d 
S@ From North to South, from East 
to West, 
Shines o’er the world ! 
Our cannon’s bellowing thunder 
Roars with the roaring waves— 
For Britain’s foes wild ocean holds 
Nothing but graves ! 





Refrain 
Up with the Country’s Flag ! 
Wide be its folds unfurl’d ! 
We sweep the seas,—we keep the seas 
For the freedom of the world ! 


We sweep the seas ! 
On waters far and near 
Our signals flash, and write in fire 


Our meanings clear ! 
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Wo other land, no other race 
Can match our British men,— 
They’ve won a thousand fights before, 
They’ll win again ! 


Refrain 
Up with the Country’s Flag ! etc. 


We sweep the seas ! 
We rule the restless foam— 
We struggle, not for place or pelf, 
We fight for Home ! 
Loud let our shout of *‘ Victory ! ”’ 
Ring on the favouring breeze— 
Down with the foe ten fathoms deep ! 
We sweep the seas ! 


Refrain 
Up with the Country’s Flag ! etc. 


THE YOUNG MUSICIAN 


THE QUESTION 


HENCE come the waves of music 

i) That o’er my fancy roll, 
€3/ Whence are the myriad harmonies 
That surge upon my soul ? 
Whence are the changing melodies 

That throb upon the air, 
Speaking of joy and beauty, 

Of sorrow or despair ? 






Is it the flowers that play them ? 
Does the budding rose of June 
Ring from her crimson petals 
A love-inspiring tune P 
Is it the birds who bring them, 
To bless me and to cheer, 
Pouring a rain of music 
On my enraptured ear ? 


Is it the solemn cypress 
And the sad autumnal wind, 
Chanting the mournful music 
That floats upon my mind? 
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Or does the restless Ocean, 
When breaking on the shore, 
Teach me the chords of passion 
That haunt me evermore ? 


THE REPLY 
Aye, truly, questioning Spirit ! 
From Nature’s key-notes flow,— 
Glorious chords and octaves, 
Musical, deep and low. 
Thy duty is to listen,— 
Aye, listen to them well— 
And joy shall be within thee, 
Unseen, ineffable ! 


The winds, the seas, the planets, 
Their secrets shall reveal,— 
And thou shalt re-announce them 
In the solemn organ peal. 
Flow’rets and birds their love-tales 
And tender tunes shall sing, 
And thou shalt reproduce them 
On the lute’s engoldened string. 


The cypress and the yew-tree 
Shall o’er thy wild Harp wave, 
And hint of mighty secrets 
That lie beyond the grave. 
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And fairy Mirth shall visit thee 
On lightly dancing feet, 

And teach thee on thy Harpsichord 
Her measure gay and sweet. 


And those who will not listen 
Or heed thy witching strain, 
Thou from thy lofty summit 
Canst view them without pain ; 
For mingling in and through it all 
Far deeper and more clear, 
A grander, nobler harmony 
Shall fall upon thine ear. 


In the calm and holy silence 
Of the star-illumined skies, 
Thou shalt hear the angels playing 
On their harps in Paradise ; 
And to make the glory perfect 
And the music pure and whole, 
All these and more than all of these 
Shall lie within thy Soul ! 


SONG OF TWO WAVES 


First WAVE 
wal SING of the merry Morning, 
> coon janet bursts with a golden light, 
meus ees And chases away the shadows of Night, 
. = =6That floats like an angel through the air, 
Scattering beauty everywhere ; 
That glitters and gleams, 
And glows and beams, 
And sparkles over the ocean’s breast, 
And with fairy feet, 
And kisses sweet, 
Rouses me from my dreamless rest ; 
I start from the sleep wherein I lay, 
And roll across the shining bay. 
Crested with foam I dash along, 
Full of a power pure and strong. 
I sing of the spirit of Joy that flies 
On snow-white wings through the azure skies 
Teaching the birds their tuneful lays, 
And filling the heart with thankful praise 
To God Whose loving and bounteous Hand 
Hath strewn such glory over the land. 
I hurry over the smiling bay 
And break on the shore in a wreath of spray. 
List to my song of the Morning ! 
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SECOND WAVE 


I sing of the silent Evening ! 
That timidly steps from the crimson West, 
Shedding o’er earth the balm of rest, 
When the moonlight falls on the mountain lake 
And scarcely the tender breezes wake ; 
That quivers and sighs 
Through the star-lit skies, 
Shimmering over the silver streams,— 
Lulling to sleep 
The azure deep, 
And soothing sorrow with happy dreams ; 
I gently glide on my quiet way, 
Fearing to wake the slumbering bay, 
Gathering glory as I go 
Onward ever with tranquil flow,— 
I sing of the holy spirit that bears 
The world away from its griefs and cares, 
Bidding all passion and tumult cease, 
Whisp’ring of purity and peace.— 
That teaches men to be true and strong, 
To follow right and to conquer wrong ; 
And to thank the bountiful God above 
For the name, the nature, and joy of Love ! 
Softly I ripple to the land, 
And break in a sigh on the pearly strand. 
List to my song of the Evening ! 


WHITE HEATHER 


| wa) CHE white heather! the bonnie white 
heather ! 

Long ago given to me! 

a mel Its messageis hushed—its bells are crushed 

With a weight of misery ; 


Low on the mountains the snow is shed, 
And the sweet summer of old is dead ! 






O the white heather! the bonnie white heather ! 
How could I ever know 

That in its leaf there was hid a grief 
That would spring and live and grow ! 

Low on the mountains the snow is lying, 

And in my heart a sorrow is sighing ! 


O the white heather! the bonnie white heather! 
Fatal-sweet gift to me ! 

"Tis a thorn in my breast, but there it shall rest 
Unto Eternity ! 

Low on the mountains the snow is falling, 

And, for the Past, there is no recalling ! 


* MARYLLIA ” 






mame |N the flowering time of year 
Rie feos | When the heavens were crystal clear, 
4 ioe And the skylark’s singing sweet 
Meme) Close against the sun did beat,— 
All the sylphs of all the streams, 
All the fairies born in dreams, 
All the elves with wings of flame, 
Trooping forth from Cloudland came 
To the wooing of Maryllia ! 


Woodland sprites of ferns and trees, 
Ariels of the wandering breeze, 
Kelpies from the hidden caves 
Coral-bordered ‘neath the waves, 
Sylphs, that in the rose’s heart 
Laugh when leaves are blown apart— 
All the Faun and Dryad crew 
From their mystic forests flew 

To the wooing of Maryllia ! 
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THE KING’S GARDEN 


NHE earth hath many flowers; in all the 

_ fields and bowers 

ia} I heir radiant blossoms open ‘neath the 

as glory of the sun,— 

But ee leaves are scarce unfurl’d to the summer 
of the world, 

When they perish in their beauty, every one. 

Brief is their fair delight ; ‘tis ended ere the night : 

Sad emblems are they all of the sadder lives of men ! 

Better be a rose, the wildest one that blows, 

And safe in the shelter of the King’s garden ! 





The lofty laurels stand, at a conqueror’s right hand, 

To deck the feats of triumph and the revellings of 
mirth, 

Lilies and bays are bound for the brows of heroes 
crowned, 

As symbols of the evanescent earth,— 

But beauty, pride, and power are the blossoms of 
an hour, 

Bringing sorrow more than safety to the weary souls 
of men ; 

Better be a rose, the wildest one that blows, 

And safe in the shelter of the King’s Garden ! 
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‘* SORROW ” 





seer) SOUGHT the friend of my youth, 
ee i af I came to the hills we had known, 
te The place was the same, 
meee; = T called him by name, 
But my friend had flown. 


And while I lamented his loss 
Another came to my side, 

And, clasping my hand, 

Walked slow through the land 
As my comrade and guide. 


I asked for the stranger’s name, 
And his looks were full of pain— 

*““T am Sorrow,’’ he said, 

** And till thou art dead 

[ shall never leave thee again ! ”’ 
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